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REVIEW 


Letter  From  the  Editor: 


Dear  Readers, 

There’s  a different  look  and  feel  to  the  new  format  of  the  Prairie  Light  Review.  Instead 
of  the  publication  coming  at  you  once  a quarter,  my  staff  and  I decided  to  hit  you  twice,  instead 
What  does  this  mean  to  you?  You  now  have  twice  as  many  chances  to  submit  your  Poems  and 
Artwork,  and  possibly  look  really  cool  to  your  friends  and  family.  The  new  format  will  be  black 
and  white  (NO  COLOR  ARTWORK  PLEASE)  and  short  stories  will  be  limited  to  750  words  or 
less. 

The  magazine  will  hit  your  hands  every  other  month  and  at  the  end  of  the  year  we  will 
produce  a color  special.  Wow!  What  a deal  and  it’s  free  to  boot!  So  what  are  you  waiting  for? 
Please  follow  the  instructions  for  how  to  submit  and  just  to  let  you  know,  the  deadline  for  the 
submissions  for  the  next  issue  is  NOVEMBER  24,  1995. 


Brian  Reedy 
Editor 


Artwork  By:  Bruce  MacMartin 
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Little  Girl 


I couldn't  sleep!  Restless  and 
crippled,  I sat  in  the  cozy  prison  which 
was  my  room.  As  I watched  the  gray 
smoke  rise  from  my  cigarette  and  mus- 
ter by  the  fan,  I realized  why  sleep 
wasn't  coming.  It  was  the  pain  that 
kept  me  awake.  People  can  be  so  cruel 
and  vicious  to  one  another,  always  try- 
ing to  show  their  superiority.  Maybe 
that's  just  human  nature,  I really  don't 
know.  But  if  it  is,  why?  Again,  I 
don ' t know . 

I stared  at  the  person  sitting 
across  from  me,  staring  back  at  me  with 
a blank  expression.  I tried  to  recog- 
nize the  figure  but  somehow  I couldn't. 
A complete  stranger,  so  new  to  me.  Where 
did  she  come  from?  No,  the  reflection 
I saw  did  not  look  like  me  at  all.  The 
mirror  image  was  false.  It  couldn't 
possibly  be  me!  The  little  girl  who 
stared  back  me  looked  so  young,  with- 
out make-up,  her  hair  all  messy  and 
she  looked  scared  to  death  of  some- 
thing. She  seemed  lost  and  bewildered. 
Smoking  her  cigarette,  she  glanced  up 
at  me  to  reveal  the  rivers  of  tears 
pouring  down  her  naked  face.  No,  it 
was  not  me.  It  couldn't  have  been.  I'm 
a lot  stronger  than  that.  What  was  it 


that  she  was  so  scared  of?  What  could 
have  possibly  caused  her  so  much  pain? 
I couldn't  figure  it  out. 

I finally  walked  away  from  the 
mirror,  I could  not  stand  to  look  at 
her.  It  made  me  feel  weak.  I walked 
down  the  hallway  and  into  the  kitchen 
to  make  myself  a cup  of  tea,  I wanted 
to  forget.  As  I watched  the  water 
boil,  suddenly  her  image  appeared  in 
my  head,  it  would  not  stop  haunting 
me.  That  look  on  her  face,  the  pain  in 
her  eyes,  the  face  seemed  so  hopeless 
and  innocent.  My  heart  started  to 
ache,  it  suddenly  all  came  back  to  me. 
I now  knew  who  she  was  and  where  she 
came  from.  Rivers  of  tears  started  to 
pour  down  my  own  face,  and  I cried,  I 
cried  for  every  person  in  this  cruel, 
evil  world,  who  was  treated  this  way.  . . 

By:  Kat  Zeman 


Photo  By:  Gina  Arnieri 


The  Unseen  Model 


The  art  students 

are  drawing  the  live  model 

They  are  not  drawing  her  thoughts 

or  her  tiredness 

her  longing  for  music 

herself  as  a child 

the  woman  she'll  be 

They  see  not  her  anger 

or  her  pride  in  her  body 

They  don't  draw  the  tingle 

in  her  cramped  leg 

or  the  boredom  of  taking 

yet  one  more  pose 

By:  Serena  Niensted 


Homesick 

A place  barely  known 
bare  skin  scorched  by  the  sun 
lobster  girl 

complete  with  claws  that  snap  and  tear 
bitter  on  the  back  of  the  tongue 

Baby  sister  sleeping 

not  really  a sister 

Saunter  three  houses  down  to 

the  Knonfelt’s  metal  posted  light 

illuminates  the  street 

but  not  now 

Begin  the  ritual 

slowly,  slowly  quickening 

action  figured  grip  turning 

dizzy,  never  nauseous 

rusty  splinters  tarnish  my  copper 

then,  STOP! 


Division  bv  Street 

Standing  sultry 

seen  from  afar. 

in  the  cold 

The  wind. 

still  air. 

winsome  yet  winter 

as  it 

playing. 

clamors. 

pandering  softly 

clings 

with  you. 

to  your  breath. 

1 hold  heartily. 

Changing  the  mist 

heavily 

to  untarnished 

the  same 

white 

yearning. 

while 

But, 

matching  the  setting 

division  is  between 

which  is 

us 

around. 

and  it  figures. 

1 sense 

I'm  fumbly  with 

you 

math. 

without  seeing. 

I guess 

One  of  the 

there 

oblique  abilities 

you  will  remain 

taught  to 

unsolvable  remainder 

me 

until 

by  you. 

both  our  sides 

So, 

are  the  same. 

there  you 

Equal. 

sit 

Reciprocal. 

and  here 

one  does  remit. 

By:  Brian  Reedy 

What  it  is 

I am  forsaken. 

forbidden 

to  know. 

Your  white 

dress. 

a careless 

caress. 

For  a moment  the  world  spins  alone 
while  I am  still 
in  paralysis 

Illinois  just  across  the  Mighty  river 
home,  light  years  away 


By;  Nissa  Holtkamp 
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Guarded  Secret 

She  was  like  a hturaningbird. 

When  her  breezy  love 

caught  her  wild  flame  in  flight, 

frozen  and  glowing 

with  ascent  of  desire, 

he  dropped  to  his  knees  in  petition. 

Her  green  eyes  flashed  gold 
in  singeing  reply. 

Then  the  lilacs  whispered  her  taking 
and  the  bed  of  sweet  dew  held  their  trace. 
Under  the  purple  streaked  hue  of  the  sky 
the  night  guarded  their  secret  in  silence. 

By:  Jeanne  Pachaly 


Sparkles 


Between  Two  Worlds 


Monotone  of  days 

creeping  through  her  waning  senses 

human  shadows 

seeping  through  the  fog 

a part  of  two  worlds 

yet  hardly  part  of  either 

waiting  for  release 

and  promise  of  reward. 


Spots  of  sunlight 
spangle  the  carpet 
and  quiver 


as  the  leaves  on  the  trees 


that  filter  the  rays 
shake  in  the  breeze 


Life  goes  on 

only  through  a veil 

sleep  pulls  her  closer 

as  the  voices  dim 

and  without  a breath  of  warning 

she  slips  through  the  doorway 

slowly  and  softly 

over  heaven’s  rim. 


Is  my  life  like  that 
with  spots  of  sunlight 
standing  out 
from  the  shadows — 
and  even  those  spots 
not  evenly  lighted 
but  splayed  with  gray? 


If  so — 


By:  Jeanne  Pachaly 


it's  the  sunlight 
that  sparkles 
and  let's  me  know 
life  glows 


By:  Serena  Niensted 
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The  Echoes  of  Pisa 


The  marble  baptistery 
plays  with  sound 
and  suspends  it- 
sends  it  back 
to  marvel  at 
experience 
relate  to. 

The  crowd’s  clatter 
a child’s  staccato  tones 
dampen  in  astonishment. 

In  the  quiet 
a voice  seeks  its  echo. 

Others  follow 
with  colors  of  sound. 

Cascading  tones 
answer  in  repetition. 

But  my  own  voice 
1 know  not- 
four  intoned  notes- 
o surprising,  interminable  echo 
reveals 
o mood 
o timbre 
o pattern. 

Sound  from  sensation 
o personal  revelation 
o glimpse  of  myself. 

By:  Jeanne  Pocholy 

Middle  Aged  Woman 

Her  face  is  a road  map  of  lines, 

Around  her  eyes  creases  caused  by  hours 
of  uncontrolled  laughter, 

Though  she  laughs  no  more. 

Eyes  well  with  tears. 

Tears  shed  for  the  great  sadness  of  growing  old. 
Being  so  lonely, 

Of  being  so  alone. 

Sweet  full  lips,  once  kissed  in  passion. 
Firmly  closed  over  clenched  teeth 
Forbidding  the  words  of  resentment  to  escape. 
Her  heart  weighs  heavy  with  self  pity, 

Only  herself  to  blame. 


Artwork  By:  Bruce  MacMortin 


By;  C.J.  Hyde 
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Judas  By:  Arlene  Harting 
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Judas  By:  Arlene  Harting 
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SOMEBODY 


Hyper  was  still  sniffling  from  her  cry  ear- 
lier, after  her  fight  with  Niobe.  Actually,  that’s 
how  I found  her:  sniffling,  sitting  on  top  of  her 
dad’s  brown  Cadillac,  dripping  mucus  and  tears 
on  the  notebook  she  was  furiously  writing  in.  I 
heard  the  door  open,  and  Terri  and  Sajee  came 
out.  “See,  we  knew  you’d  be  here.”  “Hey  guys,” 
Hyper  said  solemnly.  She  got  off  the  car  and  sat 
down  on  the  cool  grass.  Mayos  came  out,  and 
Sajee  went  up  to  talk  to  her.  “You  know  what  we 
haven’t  had  in  a long  time?  A cool  club  meet- 
ing,” said  Hyper.  Terri  and  I sat  down  on  the 
grass  with  her  in  a circle.  I could  smell  the  night 
air:  the  fresh  cut  grass,  humidity  hanging  heavily 
in  the  air,  and  the  sweat  of  our  bodies  from  the 
hot,  summer  day,  mingling  together.  The  crick- 
ets tried  to  join  in  our  conversation,  and  cars 
murmured  in  the  busy  street  nearby,  but  this  was 
our  time,  our  thoughts,  our  world,  for  now. 

The  moon  skulked  in  and  out  of  the 
cloud;  most  of  the  time  she  was  hidden,  but  we 
knew  she  was  there  because  of  the  gentle  shower 
of  light  that  she  gave.  Everything  is  beautiful  at 
night:  the  glittering  ripples  of  a lake,  the  lumi- 
nous faces  around  a campfire,  the  tranquil  sleep 
of  house,  even  that  hot  magenta  car  sitting  lonely 
in  the  parking  lot  of  that  dealership  across  the 
street.  After  all,  beauty  is  in  the  eye  of  the  be- 
holder. “Hey  Rose!  I see  the  perfect  car  for 
you — check  out  that  metallic  pink  thing  ,”  my 
cousin  says  sarcastically,  nodding  towards  the 
hard  to  miss  wonder.  “Oh  yeah!”  I say.  A light 
goes  on  in  one  of  the  windows  of  the  apartment, 
right  next  to  the  dealership.  “Oh,  it’s  that  crazy 
man.  He’s  probably  watching  us,  wondering  what 
we’re  up  to,”  Hyper  says.  “Yeah  remember  when 
Mayos  and  Patrick  were  walking  out  to  their  car, 
and  he  started  screaming  ‘Get  away  from  there! 
I know  you’re  trying  to  steal  it!”’  “Oh  boy,“  we 
sigh,  at  a loss  for  words. 

“Jake  wants  to  get  back  together,”  Terri 
says.  “You’re  kidding?”  You  can’t  go  out  with 
him.  He’s  such  a loser!”  says  Hyper.  “Yeah  didn’t 
he  lose  his  job  at  McDonalds?”  Isay  “Yeah.  He 
took  a hundred  dollars  and  wrote  I’ll  pay  you  bak 
my  next  paycheck,”  says  Terri.  “Well,  what  hap- 
pened to  you  and  Lee?”  asks  Hyper.  “I  couldn’t 
go  out  with  my  bestfriend's  brother.  I mean,  we 
both  wanted  to,  but  we  thought  about  Niobe,  and 
it  just  couldn’t  work.”  “It  would’ve  been  okay. 


Niobe  said  she  wouldn’t  mind.”  “I  wish  I’d  known 
that.  Ohhh!  now  that  I think  about  it...”  A firefly 
landed  on  my  leg;  I was  about  to  smack  it . It’d  be 
cool  to  see  its  smeared  guts  glow,  but  maybe  not 
on  me,  and  I also  saw  its  friends  glowing  among 
the  grass.  What  if  it  lost  moments  like  these? 

“So  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  Fairy?” 
Terri  said.  “I  don’t  know,”  Hyper  said,  smirking. 
“Hyper  has  a cruuush!”  I say.  “Maybe,  I’ll  call 
him.”  shrugs  Hyper.  Mayos,  Sajee,  and  my  cousin 
Mina  talk  behind  us.  They’re  probably  talking  about 
their  boyfriends,  “I  don’t  know.  Am  I always  gonna 
be  alone?  I need  a man,”  I say. 

“What  about  Tod?”  Hyper  asks,  smiling. 

“God,  I always  fall  for  jerks.” 

“Jake  wanted  to  get  together,”  Terri  says.  A baby 
is  growing  inside  of  her.  “I’ve  been  so  tired  lately.” 
“You  work  too  much,”  says  Hyper. 

“Yeah,”  says  Terri. 

I stared  at  the  stars  pulsating  in  the  majestic  sky, 
surrounded  by  parental  clouds.  “I  used  to  think 
giants  lived  up  there,”  I said.  “They  scared  me. 
And  when  I would  ask  where  heaven  was,  my  mom 
would  always  point  up  to  the  sky,  and  I’d  look  back 
at  her  frightened,  as  if  she  said  the  boogeyman 
does  live  in  my  closet.” 

“Okay,”  Hyper  says. 

“What?!  Think  I’m  crazy?” 

“Nah,  we’re  not  normal.” 

“Hey!  Don’t  call  me  normal.” 

“As  long  as  you  don’t  call  me  normal.” 

“Never.” 

“So  where  is  your  mom?”  Hyper  asks. 

“School,  Where  else?”  I say.  “She  never  wants  to 
spend  time  with  us  anymore.  The  casino  is  her 
home  now.  I don’t  know  what  gambling  can  teach 
you,  but  it’s  giving  her  more  happiness  than  we 
are.” 

“I  want  somebody  to  share...”  sings  Hyper.  I stare 
at  the  sky.  “Come  on,  where’s  my  Depeche  Mode 
buddy?” 

The  moon  withdraws  from  her  hiding  place  within 
the  clouds,  and  watches,  her  breath  upon  the  world. 
“Share  the  rest  of  my  life,”  I sing. 

“Share  my  innermost  thoughts.” 

“Know  my  intimate  details...” 

“ — You  guys  are  so  silly!”  says  Terri,  shaking  her 
head. 

By:  Arlene  Harting 
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Fun  For  the  Family 

Here  it  is.  My  friend, 

FEZ.  My  long  lost  friend.  How  long 
has  it  been  hidden  away? 

Three  years?  More? 

In  dusty  drawer,  under  some  old 
love  letters.  It's  rather  ironic 
though,  even  while  being  hidden 
away  in  a dusty  drawer,  somehow  it 
had  the  chance  to  visit 
China,  Hungary,  Yugoslavia. 

FEZ  is  my  vitamins,  my  drug.  Every 
few  moments  I need  my  fix. 

When  I eat  them,  I get  cavities.  How  must 
I pay  for  all  these  dentist  bills?  Maybe  I 
can  give  them  FEZ  instead  of  money, 

.then  my  dentist  will  get  cavities. 

FEZ  likes  to  live  in  plastic  machines: 
astronauts  in  a rocket  ship, 

12  bullets  in  a gun, 
a clam  in  a shell, 
underwear  in  a drawer, 
sardines  in  a jar, 
feet  in  shoes, 
pirates  on  a ship, 
squirrels  in  a tree. 

Why  does  FEZ  only  come  in  three  colors? 
Grape,  lemon,  orange? 

Oh  well,  I guess  FEZ  is  simple  and 
predictable  in  many  ways,  but 
completely  mysterious  in  others. 

Goodbye 

FEZ 

By;  Curt  Clendenin 


"If  winter  comes  can  spring  be  far 
behind?" 

Percy  Bysshe  Shelley 

V J 


Morning  %iss 

eyes  cCosecf 
not  asCeep 
But  stiff  dreaming 
morning  fiss 

trufy  spfencficf 
soft  toucB 
eyes  cfosecf 
morning  fiss 

wet  ftps 
fuff  tongue 
stiff  dreaming 
morning  fiss 

very  reaf 
Bisses  weff 
not  asfeep 
morning  Biss 

getting  sfoppy 
Binda  strange 
wide  awaBe 
morning  Bps 

eyes  opened 
now  i see 
stupid  dog 
morning  Bps 

(By:  MiBg  (Pampineffa 
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Pondering  a Grey  Area 

If  there  is  anything  that  truly  irks  me,  it's 
the  grey  area  in  life.  I get  scattered  enough  as  it  is. 
The  grey  eventually  has  to  turn  either  black  or  white. 
I usually  prefer  white,  but  in  this  case  I would’ve 
been  just  as  happy  with  black.  The  longer  the  grey 
remains,  the  crazier  I become. 

Wednesday,  January  25 

Minutes  before  midnight,  I received  a phone 
call  from  my  dear  friend  Celia  Calimlim,  whom  I’ve 
bonded  with  since  7th  grade.  Her  voice  was  enriched 
with  fear  and  concern.  “My  aunt  fainted  at  work. 
They  just  called  my  mom ...  They  said  it  was  an  emer- 
gency ...  they’re  doing  CPR  on  her  right  now.” 

I didn’t  know  how  to  respond.  So  I turned 
to  God  and  then  asked  Cel,  “Do  you  wanna  say  a 
little  prayer?” 

Cel  and  I prayed  aloud  over  the  phone. 
“Please  bless  Celia’s  auntie  at  this  moment.  Be  by 
her  side  through  - I silently  fumbled  for  words, 
“whatever  it  is  she’s  going  through.”  We  wrapped  it 
up  quickly. 

A rush  of  relief  swept  over  me  when  Celia 
said,  “Amen.”  I can’t  stand  lingering  in  a grey  mist. 

Thursday,  January  26 

My  mother  reported  recent  news  on  Tita 
Virgi’s  condition.  (As  a sign  of  respect,  it’s  a Fili- 
pino custom  to  refer  to  your  parents’  close  friends  as 
“Tito”,  for  a man,  and  “Tita”,  for  a woman.)  Either 
a stroke  or  a heart  attack  had  struck  Tita  Virgi  the 
night  before.  My  mom  didn’t  know  which,  but  that 
didn’t  matter  to  me;  they’re  both  the  same  in  the  sense 
that  they  can  kill  you  ...  or,  sometimes,  partly  kill 
you. 

Friday,  January  27 

I called  Cel  from  work.  Like  our  prayer, 
the  conversation  ended  quickly.  She  didn’t  want  to 
talk  about  “it.”  Basically,  all  we  said  to  one  another 
was: 

“Cel,  how  is  she?” 

She’s  practically  dead,  El.” 

In  the  living  world,  how  much  more  grey 


can  life  possibly  get  than  being  “practically  dead”? 
Sunday,  January  29 

Alex  (ministry  leader  and  respected  family 
friend  of  both  Cel  and  me),  my  boyfriend  Gary,  and  I 
visited  Tita  Virgi.  When  we  arrived,  Celia  was  at 
home,  still  asleep.  I wondered  if  the  grey  of  her  aunt’s 
comatose  condition  was  bothering  her  at  all.  It  bur- 
dened me  just  to  think  about  it.  The  eerie  haze  was 
still  in  my  mind  as  Alex,  Gary  and  I walked  through 
the  hospitals  main  entrance  doors. 

We  were  on  out  way  to  the  intensive  care  unit 
on  the  second  floor.  Before  we  entered  the  elevator,  I 
blurted  out  to  my  two  companions,  “ I don’t  under- 
stand why  they’re  keeping  her  on  machines.  (Grey.) 
Do  the  doctors  think  she’ll  live  (White)?  Is  that  why? 
(Grey.)  If  she’s  going  to  die  (black),  then  why  keep 
her  on  those  machine?  (Grey.)  Alex  and  Gary  offered 
some  believable  suggestions,  but  my  questions  still 
remained  as  we  walked  towards  her  room. 

The  moment  we  set  foot  into  the  room,  Alex 
approached  Celia’  lola  (meaning  grandma).  The  tiny, 
white-haired  lady  was  standing  over  Tita  Virgi  and 
mumbling  through  her  small,  quiet  sobs.  “Wake  up 
Ana’ko  ..  oh,  Ana’ko  ..  wake  up!”  (“Ana’ko”  means, 
my  daughter,  in  llocano-  a Filipino  tongue.) 

Alex  wrapped  a gentle  arm  around  the  weep- 
ing old  woman.  “Lola,  you  need  to  be  strong  for  Virgi.” 

Then  he  said  to  all  of  us,  “Let’s  pray,”  and 
Lola’s  tears  subsided. 

Alex  led  as  he,  Lola,  Gary  and  I laid  our  hands 
upon  Tita  Virgi’s  body.  At  first  I wondered  whether 
or  not  I was  resting  my  hands  on  a lifeless  body.  But 
the  grey  thought  passed  as  I put  my  trust  in  God,  as 
Celia  did. 

Later  that  day  I asked  Celia  how  she  felt  about 
the  doctors  keeping  her  aunt  on  an  artificial 
respirator-  considering  that  Tita  Virgi  was  “practically 
dead.” 

“It  doesn’t  matter,  El”,  Celia  affirmed.  “It’s 
all  in  God’s  hands.” 

Maybe  grey  is  okay. 


By:  Ellyn  Ong 
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Odds  and  Evens 

Miss  Little  told  us 
to  create  with  our  crayons. 

“Color  inside  the  solid  black  lines,” 
ordered  she. 

Maybe  she  thought 
it  was  still  writing  time 
when  our  t’s  must  be  crossed 
above  the  middle  dotted  line 
and  below  the  top  solid  line. 

Next,  she  told  us 
to  color  in  with  green 
the  cloud  on  a stick 
that  she  called  a tree. 

Perhaps  she  didn’t  know 
trees  have  branches 
which  grow  after  the  trunk 
and  before  the  leaves. 

Probably  Miss  Little  forgot 
on  purpose  like  she  did  in  math 
when  she  said  to  do  the  evens 
and  skip  the  odds. 


Thoughtless  Dribble 


By:  Ellyn  Ong 


My  mind  is  a wasteland 

My  parents  bought  us  a Sega 
Not  the  old  one 

The  new  improved  32  bit  with  blow-your-mind-out  colors 
Graphics  of  people  ripping  each  others  spines  out  and  blood  splattering  everywhere  with 
real  time  video 

My  friends  all  beg  to  come  over  to  my  house 

'cause  I have  the  new  stuff  and  they  want  a part  of  it. 

Sit  in  front  of  the  television  all  day 

Cramming  our  faces  with  things  that  have  no  nutritional  value  and  sugary 


pop. 

As  studies  report  the  health  problems  of  video  games  and  a high  fat  diet. 
Who  cares  about  math? 

I have  to  rescue  Tails 

I fight  with  my  family  for  the  controller  and  the  TV 
"IT'S  MY  TURN  TO  PLAY!!!" 
my  sisters  shrieks 


Oh,  well.  Grandma  got  me  Game  Gear  for  Christmas  last  year. 

Sit  around  all  day  and  let  my  brains  pour  out  of  my  ear. 
More  fun  than  you  can  imagine . 

But  I solved  Sonic  and  on  to  Mortal  Kombat. 

(Mom  doesn't  know  I have  it.) 


By:  Jennifer  Hrncirik 
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Shame 


In  the  primal  creation  of  the  human  race, 
nobody  knew  of  you. 

Together,  the  very  first  man  and  his  wife 
freely  pranced  their  bare  bodies  about 
for  they  knew  nothing  of  you  — 
until  the  serpent  spoke, 

and  they  sunk  their  teeth  into  the  forbidden  fruit. 

In  the  woman  and  man’s  vision, 
you  twisted  the  natural  shape 
of  their  nakedness. 

You  forced  them  to  sew  coverings  for  them- 
selves. 

Barriers  built. 

Openness  destroyed. 

All  because  of  you  — 
a result  from  the  Evil  One’s  works. 

Now  you  urge  me  to  run. 

Away  from  the  rest  of  the  world. 

Away  from  myself. 

To  a place  where  nobody  else  is 
except  for  you. 

In  the  place  where  I find  you 

you  remind  of  the  sins 

that  the  Gracious  One  told  me  to  forget. 

Over  and  over  again, 

you  bring  back  the  pain- 

the  sharp  pangs  of  guilt 

that  I’ve  already  nailed  to  the  cross. 


You  demand  that  I hide. 

Hide  from  everyone  but  you. 

I have  no  choice 
but  to  encounter  you 
when  I am  alone. 

You  strike  both  my  cheeks 
‘till  they’re  drumbeat  red. 

I conceal  my  entire  face 
with  trembling  hands. 

You  pounce  on  my  shoulders 
with  colossal,  iron  feet. 

You  kick  chunks  of  heavy  metal 
into  my  heart  ‘till  it  sinks  down 
into  the  pit  of  my  knotted  stomach. 

You  build  up  lumps  of  humiliation  in  my  throat 

You  surge  into  my  gut 

and  boil  over  my  conscience. 

Afraid  to  be  by  myself. 

For  it  is  then  that  you  will  attack  me. 

Scared  to  reveal  myself  to  others. 

For  it  is  then  that  you  seize  me. 

Can’t  face  God. 

Can’t  meet  my  eyes  with  those  of  another. 
Can’t  look  in  the  mirror. 

Can’t  deal  with  you  anymore. 

Begone,  Shame! 

Return  to  the  evil  one  who  sent  you. 

In  the  final  creation  of  the  human  race, 
nobody  will  know  of  you. 


By:  Ellyn  Ong 


"Peace  comes  not  from  the  absence  of 
conflict  in  life  but  from  the  ability  to  cope 
with  it." 

Anonymous 
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The  Front  Porch 

Precious  moments  rush  by  like  shooting  stars, 
and  those  moments,  all  too  quickly,  turn  into  days  and  years. 
Years  that  I had  hoped  would  be  filled  with  intimacy 
for  you  and  me.  I dreamed  of  the  kind  of  intimacy  poets 
write  about;  an  intimacy  that  has  escaped  us  in 
our  years  together.  And  so  I still  wait  and  hope  for 
that  very  special  relationship.  I have  knocked  and  begged 
and  pleaded  for  you  to  open  the  door  to  your  heart,  but 
I am  still  locked  out,  still  sad  and  lonely,  still  waiting. 

I feel  as  though  I am  sitting  on  the  front  porch  of  your 
life,  waiting  for  you  to  invite  me  to  come  inside. 

I have  weathered  storms  and  shivered 
as  the  rain  blended  into  my  tears.  I have  given  up  hope 
in  the  dark  nights  only  to  have  it  renewed  again  with 
morning’s  promising  sunrise.  I long  to  come  inside 
and  find  a warm,  cozy  place  where  I can  snuggle  up  and 
feel  safe  and  loved.  I want  to  fill  your  space  with  caring  and  affection.  I 

want  the  door  locked  behind 
me  instead  of  in  front  of  me.  I want  to  laugh  with 
you,  to  enjoy  life  with  you,  I want  only  for  both 
of  us  to  be  happy. 

But,  how  much  longer  can  I wait, 
rocking  the  years  away  on  the  front  porch?  How  much 
longer  before  winter  takes  over  and  my  feelings  grow 
cold?  How  much  longer  before  I give  up,  go  down 
the  stairs,  and  lock  the  gate  behind  me? 

How  much  longer? 

By:  Marge  Golaszewski 


Twilight 

The  blue-nosed  goose  and  the  fuzzy-tailed  swan 
sat  together  in  the  fairy  tale  twilight. 

The  grass  uncurled  and  the  dew  slid  down 
making  cool  little  puddles  for  their  flat  pink  feet. 

How  many  moonbeams 

how  many  singing  clouds 

played  hide  and  seek  with  darting  stars. 

Crickets  plucked  their  instruments 

rocking  worlds  to  sleep 

and  the  two  sat  there  nodding  side  by  side. 

The  blue-nosed  goose  and  the  fuzzy  - tailed  swan 
in  their  feathered  dreams  they  paddled  through  the  night. 


"Happiness  is  not  a state  to 
arrive  at  but  a manner  of 
traveling." 

Margret  Lee  Runbeck 
V J 


By:  Jeanne  Pachaly 
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White  Tile 


The  pain  in  my  stomach  pumped 
in  agonizing  rhythm  with  my  legs.  I 
staggered  to  the  sink.  The  men's 
rooms  stalls  were  all  empty  and  the 
air  was  clotted  with  the  stink  of 
fermenting  urine.  My  left  hand 
trembled  as  it  reached  for  the  rusted 
faucet.  At  the  slightest  pressure 
the  spigot  swiveled  like  it  was  on 
ball  bearings,  the  water  gushing  out 
and  slopping  onto  the  counter.  The 
muscles  of  my  legs  quivered  like  jelly 
as  I slowly  removed  my  right  hand 
from  my  abdomen,  the  blood  shining 
slickly  on  my  fingers,  a crimson  res- 
ervoir welling  in  the  hollow  of  my 
palm . 

The  water  in  the  sink  clouded 
red  as  I washed  my  hand  clean.  My 
face  stared  accusingly  at  me  from  the 
mirror,  a haggard  stranger  I had  some- 
how gravely  insulted.  I soaked  paper 
towels  under  the  faucet  and  wadded 
them  into  a thick  ball,  then  gently 
probed  the  dark,  dripping  blotch  that 
stained  my  white  T-shirt.  It  felt  as 
if  the  knife  were  still  inside  me,  a 
razor-thin  line  of  pain  that  flared 
and  fell  in  time  to  the  drumbeat  of  my 
heart.  The  overhead  lights  seemed  to 
grow  unnaturally  bright  as  I pulled 
my  shirt  out  of  my  pants.  The  blood- 
soaked  fabric  plastered  to  my  belly 
slowly  came  loose.  A sound  like  the 
approach  of  multiple  trains  began  to 
rise  in  my  inner  ear  as  I gingerly 
pulled  the  shirt  away  from  the  wound, 
revealing  a dark  gout  of  raw  meat 
swelling  through  j aggedly- torn  and 
discolored  skin. 

My  face  tingled  numbly  as  the 
roar  in  my  ears  grew  louder,  a wave  of 
cold  shuddering  through  my  body  as  my 
field  of  vision  danced  with  dirty  yel- 
low spots.  My  teeth  began  to  chatter 
uncontrollably.  I noticed  my  hand 
was  dabbing  ineffectually  at  the  wound. 
The  blue-tinged  skin  stretched  away 
from  the  point  of  penetration,  re- 
vealing a veined  bulge  of  bloody  flesh 
that  seemed  ready  to  rupture  and  burst. 
The  white-hot  fire  in  my  gut  made  my 
stomach  twist  and  struggle  like  a 
trapped  animal.  A surge  of  bile  backed 
up  my  throat  and  splashed  my  palate, 
trickling  down  my  chin  as  I hacked 


and  sputtered.  Lowering  my  head  to 
the  faucet  I sucked  in  the  cold,  sour- 
tasting  water,  gulping  it  down  along 
with  the  residue  of  vomit. 

The  white  tile  floor  at  my  feet 
was  now  mottled  red,  a poison  distri- 
bution rendered  in  blood.  The  over- 
whelming pain  began  to  slowly  drift 
into  the  distance,  like  a buoy  whose 
light  can  still  be  seen  burning 
brightly  as  it  rolls  away  over  an 
expanse  of  grey  waves.  From  my  hand 
the  bloody  wad  of  paper  towels  fell 
wetly  to  the  ground.  The  grey  waves 
lapped  around  my  thoughts  as  the  roar- 
ing in  my  head  faded  to  a deep  still- 
ness, dim  surprise  barely  register- 
ing at  the  sudden  sensation  of  cool 
tile  smooth  against  my  feverish  cheek. 

The  door  to  the  men's  room  crept 
open  an  inch,  then  two,  then  five.  A 
face  stared  in  at  me. 

"Hold  on,  man,  they're  coming, 
just  you  hold  on,  " fear  choking  his 
voice  and  expanding  his  eyes.  "Ambu- 
lance and  the  cops'll  be  here  any 
second,  so  you  just  hold  on,  you  hear?" 

The  door  closed.  The  salt-and- 
metal  taste  of  blood  sluiced  around 
my  teeth  and  my  tongue . I saw  my  hand 
flinch  as  something  that  felt  inte- 
gral came  loose  inside  me.  The  lights 
blazed  down  like  rows  of  naked  suns. 
Slitting  my  eyelids,  I observed  a 
freshet  of  blood  flowing  from  my  gut 
to  the  floor,  the  grooves  between  the 
tiles  becoming  red  canals  that  threat- 
ened to  flood  their  shallow  banks. 
The  pain  shouted  at  me  from  the  other 
side  of  the  world;  a thick  wetness 
filled  my  mouth  and  gurgled  in  reply. 
Water  lapped  at  my  back  as  the  in- 
verted geyser  from  the  faucet  over- 
flowed the  sink. 

The  agony  bellowed  in  vain  as 
the  cold  sea  currents  bore  it  steadily 
further  and  further  from  me . In  the 
settling  dark  the  receding  light  of 
the  buoy  dipped  below  the  grey  hori- 
zon, bobbed  once,  flashing,  then  was 
lost  forever  beneath  the  icy  waves. 

By : Mark  Rake 
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